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round them, and a near view of the sea that I cannot help envying, though I know it is more airy up here, and must be healthier. I did not see anything of Apia, however, as I came home again early on Monday and found coffee-planting busily going on ; the next thing will be cacao, as a gentleman from one of the German plantations says the ground by the burnside is exactly suited to it, and Fanny hopes to make it succeed.
We have had a really wonderful transformation scene about us lately; the tall mahogany trees have changed their leaves. They first became a lovely autumnal orange tint, very rich and glowing, and we could see them here and there all the way down to Apia marking the course of the burn ; this lasted for a week or two, and then suddenly, as if by the waving of a magician's wand, they were all clothed in complete suits of the tenderest spring green. The new leaves seem to push off the old ones just when they are ready to unfold, and the tree turns in a few hours from gold to green. It is so sudden as to be almost bewildering, and very beautiful also. But I think all nature is beautiful here. Last Saturday I went for a walk in the bush with Lloyd and Belle; a road has been made for more than a mile up a gentle slope, and it was dry and fairly clean underfoot, with delicious lights and shadows playing through the trees. Lloyd and Belle were both armed with long knives to cut down saplings and shrubs, and